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Summary: 


Sveta lay awake in the darkness of her quarters, letting the 
distant hum of the engines wash over her thoughts. If she 
visited the observation deck, she could lose herself in an 
ocean of stars. The moonlight would illuminate the dark 
clouds below, and the air would carry the scent of life. 


It’s okay. | couldn’t sleep anyway. 
Author's Note: 
Cross-posted to tumblr and ao3 for Femslash February. 


Sveta lay awake in the darkness of her quarters, letting the 
distant hum of the engines wash over her thoughts, an 
endless ocean of static. 


Should she give up on the idea of rest, at least for now? If 
she visited the observation deck, she could lose herself in an 
ocean of stars instead. The moonlight would illuminate the 
vaguest outlines of the dark clouds below, and the cold air 
would carry the scent of life, even at this altitude. 


She scraped back her blankets, then paused at the sound of 
movement in the adjoining room. Her guest was still awake. 


Sveta switched on her bedside lamp, and took a moment to 
smooth out her nightgown. A couple of hesitant footsteps 
heralded the swish of the door; Karis jerked her hand away 
as it opened before her, still unused to Tuaparang 
machinery. 


“I, uh, am L...?” 


“It’s okay.” Sveta offered her a smile, shifting back to the 
edge of the bed and extending her arm in invitation. “l 
couldn’t sleep anyway.” 


“Oh, good. | mean, I’m sorry you couldn’t sleep, but if you’ve 
got time to talk, about the mission...?” Karis tiptoed over, 
stifling sharp breaths each time she made contact with the 
chill metal floor. 


“Are you getting cold feet?” Sveta checked. 


“I should have remembered my slippers.” Karis bundled 
herself into bed and pulled the blankets up to her neck, then 
stifled another little gasp and propped herself up on one 
elbow. “Oh, the mission. No, no, I’m fine. | just wanted to go 
over it with you, where we're up to, and what’s next. | know 
you haven’t had much time to babysit me these last few 
weeks, and I’m grateful for your explanations, but there are 
still a few things bothering me, and I, well, l’d rather ask in 
private.” 


“You may ask me anything, Karis. | hope | have made that 
clear.” 


“You have, but | wouldn’t want to ask an embarrassing 
question in front of your troops. Your agents? Whatever the 
correct term is.” 


“You needn't concern’ yourself with semantics or 
appearances. | owe you a great debt of gratitude for your 
forbearance and aid, considering the circumstances of our 
first meeting. The least | owe you in return is a satisfactory 
explanation.” 


“Thank you, your Highness.” Karis paused, registering the 
faint smile on her face. “I mean, thank you, Sveta.” 


“What are your concerns?” 


“Matthew and the others will reach Belinsk soon, won’t they? 
And they'll definitely be able to meet with the resistance? 
With, uh, Volecheck, wasn’t it? Even in Sanan territory?” 


“Yes, he has made arrangements to meet with your friends. 
Are you nervous about seeing them again?” 


“A little.” Karis ducked her gaze to the mattress, then took a 
steady breath and met Sveta’s gaze again. “They must still 
think I’ve been kidnapped. | tried to reassure them at the 
Konpa Ruins, when we met them at the southern exit, but | 
didn’t know much at the time, except that | wanted to stay 
with you. And you’d told them to meet me there in order to 
guarantee my safety, and - and then you ran off with me 
after all. Tyrell wouldn’t stop cursing...” 


“Do you wish we had stayed longer?” 


“No, | couldn’t have persuaded them that | knew what | was 
doing, even with a few more minutes. They’d have closed 
the distance and picked a fight. We had to run.” 


“Are you sure you knew what you were doing?” Sveta asked, 
pressing her claws into the blankets to hide her own nerves. 


“Yes.” Karis reached out to stroke her arm, an easy smile 
lighting up her face. “I’d sensed your soul. How could | leave 
you after touching upon so much grief and love, so much 
fear for the sake of a world that has no idea you exist? You’d 
die for us without asking for so much as acknowledgement.” 


Sveta let out a shaky sigh, shivering briefly under her touch. 
“Let us hope it does not come to that.” 


“..Yeah.” Karis stared into her eyes for a few moments too 
long. 


Sveta looked down to fiddle with the blankets again. “If you 
fear an unpleasant confrontation at Talon Peak, then you are 
welcome to remain on the airship.” 


“No, | should be there to smooth things over. Even if | can’t 
tell them everything, | can tell them to trust me. Once we've 


helped them out against a roc, they'll have to listen, won’t 
they?” 


“We must hope so.” 


“I’m more worried about whether Lord Kuan will hold off on 
executing Eoleo. Prisoners don’t usually survive that long 
after committing crimes against the Sanan Empire...” 


“Chalis has convinced Emperor Ko that Eoleo will serve as 
bait to draw in the beastman rebels. Lord Kuan has received 
his orders. Eoleo is safe for now.” 


“So he’s really convinced? Chalis must be pretty good...” 
“She is.” 


“Then, uh, that only leaves the worst part.” Karis hesitated, 
her form draped in long shadows by the lamplight. 
“Volechek has done all he can to prepare Morgal for the 
Eclipse, hasn’t he?” 


“Yes. The resistance have spread the word. Every beastman 
settlement should be ready to hole up underground, where 
they will be safe. The rebels have been stepping up their 
raids on Sanan settlements, pushing the civilians to retreat 
to fortified areas. When the Eclipse hits, Emperor Ko’s army 
will be exposed in Morgal and Ayuthay. Morgal will be freed, 
and the rest of Angara will be rescued from the prospect of 
war.” 


“Right. Then Volechek and the others will collect the Umbra 
gear, and we'll meet them at the Apollo Lens to end the 
Eclipse before it spreads. Once we've rebalanced Weyard’s 
energies, you'll finally be in a position to do something 
about the vortexes.” 


“Yes.” Sveta’s answer came out almost inaudibly soft. 


“And you'll be able to reclaim your ancestral home. I’ve been 
doing some reading, while you’ve been in meetings. The 
Fang Tribe and the Zenith Tribe were almost wiped out, 
weren’t they? Almost a thousand years ago. These new 
beastmen are descendants of your scattered ancestors. 
Once your family takes back Morgal, you'll be able to govern 
your kin, after freeing them from decades of oppression. It’ll 
all be worthwhile. So don’t blame yourself for what happens 
in the meantime.” 


Sveta shook her head, clawing small holes in the mattress. 
“No matter how carefully we prepare, salvation will come too 
late for some. Who knows how many...?” 


Karis took hold of her wrist. “We must acknowledge the 
blood that we spill, and that which we stem, even without 
knowing how they compare. We'll never know the cost of 
inaction.” 


“No... You're right.” 


“Our preparations might spare us some unpleasant 
Surprises.” Karis leaned in until their noses were almost 
touching, and lowered her voice to a whisper. “Uh, about 
Chalis. | haven’t had much chance to get close to her, or to 
sense her unguarded thoughts, but lately I’ve been getting 
the impression she might not leave the Umbra gear in 
Volechek’s hands. If she beats him to the controls of the 
Apollo Lens, | - | think she might mean to fire on Tuaparang 
itself. And Blados supports her.” 


“I have sensed the same thing,” Sveta assured her. “I have 
spoken to Arcanus, and he also suspects that his fellow 
officers are not loyal to my father.” 


“Do you have a plan?” 


“We will keep an eye on them, and confront them at the 
most opportune time.” 


“Would you let me stay with you, from now on? In meetings, 
in battles, and at night?” Karis bit her lip, blushing as her 
own words reached her ears. “I wouldn’t want to be 
separated from you when they show their hand. They could 
have bought the loyalty of any number of your guards - 
they’re so hard to read - ” 


“Of course you may accompany me. In truth, | have been 
telling myself to give you as much space as you might 
reasonably expect. | did not count on your friendship, or 
your loyalty - ” 


“You have my friendship, and far more. That’s why | have to 
ask... Do you truly intend to leave the Umbra gear with 
Volechek?” 


“| - | Suppose you have guessed that whoever fires the 
Apollo Lens is unlikely to survive, even with the Umbra 
gear’s protection.” Sveta hesitated, and her guest nodded, 
squeezing her wrist. “I cannot ask Volechek to sacrifice 
himself at a moment’s notice. He has already shouldered his 
Share of burdens, and he did not choose this path. These 
new beastmen already look to him for leadership. In another 
life, in another world, | might have found myself in his place, 
and | am not sure | could have found the strength... Since | 
know what lies ahead, | must steel myself to face it for him. 
Please do not tell anyone. If my father found out...” 


“Sveta, no, of course | won’t betray your confidence, but you 
don’t have to take this on yourself. We could tell them 
sooner... we could find a way...” 


“This is the best way. | honestly believe | stand the best 
chance of surviving the light. The blood of emperors flows in 
my veins. | must put it to use by protecting my people, or 
else | am not fit to ask anything of them.” 


Karis drew in a harsh breath, but her voice was level when 
she spoke. “lIl go with you.” 


“You can’t...” 


Though Karis lay still, her spirit surged forwards, closing the 
gap between them with an ethereal kiss. Sveta gasped and 
drew back, her lips tingling. 


” 


“PIL go with you,” Karis repeated, her lips curling into a 
smile. “I'll lend you my strength. Maybe it won’t be enough, 
but then neither of us will have to face the end alone.” 


“Karis...” 
“| chose this path too.” 


Sveta tried to refuse her, but the words wouldn’t form in her 
throat. When Karis reached for her hand, Sveta surprised 
them both by pulling her into a crushing hug. 


“lam S-so sorry to ask - ” 


“You didn’t.” Karis kissed away her tears, sliding an arm 
around her back. “I offered, remember? I’m yours.” 


